Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
three to one, if Bliicher's hundred odd thousand arrived;
two to one, if Grouchy came on—odds, they thought, al-
together too heavy for assaulting forces; and Grouchy
was not to be relied on.
Their chief, however, seemed more confident. He was
refreshed by a good night's sleep, and it was altogether
inconceivably to him, in spite of all the misadventures, that
a hero who had soared to victory on a hundred fields in
the face of overwhelming odds and disasters should be
beaten on this one. Grouchy, he assured them, would
surely arrive or, at the worst, hold Bliicher off. And his
generals might have believed him, had they detected the
old nervous energy and fire. Too long had they been ac-
customed to light their souls at his. This morning they
could not; and they thought of the Bourbons and feared
for their necks.
They grew even more restive as four hours passed, the
rain ceased, the sun came out, and still Napoleon did not
strike. His calm now seemed based on what he had done,
not what he was going to do; fatalistic like that of one
dwelling in a fool's paradise; and as dire in its results
as the fascinated paralysis induced by a snake before it
strikes.
At last, however, he looked at his watch. A quarter to
twelve, and no sign of Grouchy. He could wait no longer;
and, turning in his saddle, he sent off La B6doy&re and
Lallemand to order Reille's foot to take the wood to the
west which guarded the chateau; Kellermann's howitzers
to send over a covering barrage. To give it a family
touch, Jerome was to lead the first attacking columns.
After the guns had broken loose and sent the echoes
flying up the valley, he anxiously watched Jerome. Too
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